Pericles prtnce of Tyre. 

That flill records within one, or when 
She would with rich and conftant pen, 
Vaile to her Miftreffe Duw ft ill. 

This Dhtleton contents in lTcill 

With abfalute Marina : fo 

The Done of Paphos might with the crow 

Vie feathers white, Marina gets 

Aii praifes which are paide by debts, 

And not as giuen,thisfodarkes 
In PhyUten all gracefull markes, 

That Cleons wife with ehuy rare* 

A prefiat murderer does prepare 
For good (^Marina, that her daughter 
Might Hand peereleffe by this.flaughtcr 
The fqoner her vile thoughts to ftcad, 
Ljrcborida cur Nurfe is dead. 

And curfed Diontza hath 
i he pregnant inftrumentof wrath. 

Prcfl for this blow, the vnbotne eueat, 

I do commend to your content, 

Only I carried winged Time, 

J?ofte on the lame feeteof my rime 
Which ncuer eouldlfoconuay, 

Vnleffe your thoughts went on my way. . 
Dioniz,a doth appeare, 

W ith Leonine a murderer. Exit, 
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Enter Dioniz,a and Leonine. 

Dion. Thy oath remember, thou haft fworne to doir,tisbut a 
blow, which neuerftiaJl beknowne, thou canftnotdoathingin 
the world fo foone, to yecld thee fo much profit , let not confid- 
ence which is butcold, in flaming thy loue bofbmc,enflametoo 
nicely. n©r let pitty, which euen women haue caft off, melt thee 
but be a loldiour to thy purpofe. 

Leon. I will doo’t, bnt yet (he is a goodly creature. 

Dion. The fitter then the Gods fhould haue her, 

Hcerdhe comes vveepingtor her oady Miftreffe death, 

Thou 



per hies Prince of tyre 

Thou artrefolu’d ? 

jL/tfw. I am relblu'd. 

Enter Marina with * baflflet, of flower s. 

A/err.No: I will robbe Telhu ofherweedc,to ftrewthy greene 
wi th Flowers : the yclIowes,blewcs,th‘e purple Violets, and Ma- 
rigolds, fhall as a Carpet hang vpoti thy graue, while Summer 
dayes do laft, Aye me poore maidc,borne in a tempeft, when my 
mother d:de: this world to me is like a lading ftorme,tne^hurrying 
from my friends. 

Dion. How now Marina ? why dc’ye wcepe alone ? 

How ebauce my daughter is not with you ? 

. Doenotconfumemy blood with forrowing, 

To haue a nurfe of me. Lord how your fauour’s 
Chang’d with this vuprofitible woe: 

Come giue me your fl swers, ere the fta marre it, 

W aike with Leonine , the ayre is quicke there. 

An d it pierces aud ftiarpf ns the ftomacke $ 

Come Leonine take her by the arfne, walke with her. 

Mar. No I pray you, lie not bereaueyou of your feruants 

CointjComc , lie loue the King your father , andyour 
felfe , with more then forraioe heart : wee euery day cxpe£t him 
heere, when hee (ball come and finde our Paragon , to all reports 
thus blafted. Hee will repent the breadth ci his great voyage 
blame both my Lord and mee , that wee haue taken no catc to 
yout beft eourfe,..Go I pray you, walke and be chietfull once *- 
gainc ; veferue that excellent compiefiiion , which did fteale the 
eyes of yong and old. 

Care not for inc, lean goe home alone. 

Mur. Weil, I will go, but yet I hane no defire to it. 

Dion. Come come, Iknow ’tis good for your 
Waikc halfe an how re Leonine, at the leaft, 

Rcmemer what I Mauefaid. 

Leon. I warrant you Madam. 

Dion, lie leaue you my (v\£et Ladyi. '_fora 4 v.biSe.- pray walke 
foftly , doe uot heatc your bio od j what", I muft hanea care, of 
you., 
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